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War's Crucifix 
By Patricia Maveety, '38 
"TDEACE, peace," we cry; 
** "He died," we say, 
"To save us from our sins." 
He did not die; 
He is not dead; 
He will not rise again 
Until men learn to follow Him, 
To live as He has taught. 
For every day we drive anew 
Fresh spikes into His hands. 
We press relentlessly new crowns 
Of thorns upon His head. 
Our selfishness, our greed, our hate, 
Our egotistic ways are worse to bear 
Than spikes and thorns and jeers of yestercrayT 
We force Him up a steeper hill, 
And, hung upon a higher cross, 
He cries for pity. 
We have none. 
And yet, "He died," we say, 
While still we build our battleships, 
And sing our martial songs, 
And still in every land we roll the tanks along! 
"Peace, peace," we cry. 
There'll be no "peace on earth" 
Until men live in brotherhood 
And take Him from His cross. 
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